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So rode they forth in fair array,

Till full their lengthen'd lines display;

Then call'd a halt, and made a stand,

And cried ' St. George for merry England!/

XX,

Now every English eye, intent                              340

On Branksome's armed towers was bent;

So near they were, that they might know

The straining harsh of each cross-bow;

On battlement and bartizan

Gleam* d axe, and spear, and partisan ;                  345

Falcon and culver, on each tower,

Stood prompt their deadly hail to shower;

And flashing armour frequent broke

From eddying whirls of sable smoke,

Where upon tower and turret-head,                       350

The seething pitch and molten lead

Reek'd, like a witch's caldron red.

While yet they gaze, the bridges fall,

The wicket opes, and from the wall

Rides forth the hoary Seneschal.                           355

XXL

Armed he rode, all save the head,

His white beard o'er his breast-plate spread;

Unbroke by age, erect his seat,

He ruPd his eager courser's gait;

Forced him, with chasten'd fire, to prance,           360

And, high curvetting, slow advance:

In sign of truce, his better hand

Display'd a peeled willow wand;

His squire, attending in the rear,

Bore high,a gauntlet on a spear.                          365

When they espied him riding out,

Lord Howard and Lord Dacre stout

Sped to the front of their array,

To hear what this old knight should say.